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Yes, he's ill, upstairs! I've had to put him to bed; but he's
asleep now. I wouldn't go upstairs if I were you till you hear
him stirring, or till you hear him calling. Do you understand,
Nelly dear? He's ill in bed; but he's not very ill: only a lit-
tle ill."
A few minutes later Sam was making his way with resolute
haste towards the quarter of the town the child had indicated.
Yes! Nelly Morgan was right. Near Beckery Mill he soon found
the crowd of nondescript loiterers; and there was the dog, a little
black cocker spaniel, in the midst of them! When Sam came up
to the outskirts of the crowd he could catch at once by the pe-
culiar timbre of these young ruffians' voices that they were still
engaged in their cruel sport.
The dog was evidently beginning now to refuse to perform
any further tricks and to turn on his tormentors; nor was there
any sign of the circus people. They must have gone to their
dinner leaving the animal to the mercy of these lads.
"Let that dog alone! What are you doing to him? Who does
he belong to?"
His interference was greeted with howls of derision and mock-
ing cries of "Holy Sam! Holy Sam!"
Some of them were throwing stones at the dog who kept run-
ning from side to side within their circle seeking refuge but find-
ing none.
"Who does it belong to?" shouted Sam. "Where is its master?"
"He've a-gived he to I," cried one of the boys, whom Sam
recognised at once as the stone-thrower of Terre Gastee, the
originator of the phrase "I'd like to------**
"He did bite he bad and 'a did give 'un to I," repeated young
Chinnock, making a clutch at the dog's collar which was received
with a frightened snarl.
"Tom be feared o* touching he," cried one of the other lads,
"Tom did try to pick he up," explained a third, "but *a bit
his hand. He be a nasty varmint, thik black dog, ... he be a bit-
ing dog!"
All this while the wretched little creature, which had a coal-
black glossy coat, long flapping ears, feathery legs and a clipped
tail held tightly in its frantic fear against its rump, kept making